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The little gazebo was special; even the unGifted could sense it. Above the enchanted pattern 
worked in silver into the floor, the air shimmered a little, like heat waves above a sun baked roadway. 
The sorceress waiting nervously beside it squinted slightly, which seemed to make it easier for her to 
invoke magesight. With her vision thus fortified, she saw a whirlpool of energy swirling in place. The 
set-spell kept the fabric of space “soft” here — easy to reach by teleportation. 

She paced a bit. The message that brought her to wait here seemed innocuous: 


Cecelia, I'll be popping in tomorrow around noon. I want to see you, and maybe do a bit of work there at 
the Arcanium if you're short handed. Love, Elandil 


But Cecelia was anxious. For one thing, it was “I? not “we” And besides... 

A flash of silver light interrupted her contemplation. Her old friend, Elandil Half-Elven, was 
suddenly standing in the middle of the gazebo, his hands still raised in the final gesture of his spell. He 
looked much the same as shed last seen him, five years before. He was as handsome as ever, but Cecelia 
couldn't help but notice a haunted look in his blue eyes. 

She extended her arms and moved towards him. He smiled to see her waiting for him, but to 
her consternation, he took her extended hands in his. “What, no hug for your old friend?” she asked. 
“Are you afraid Wyndara will hear and be jealous? It’s not my impression that she would begrudge me 
a hug” 

Elandil's eyes dropped. 'Wvndaras dead” 

“No!” Cecelia cried. Overriding his reticence, she flung her arms around him and pulled him 
close. She wept. Not so much for herself — she hadn't been close friends with Wyndara at school — but 
in sympathy with the pain Elandil must be in. 

Finally, they pulled apart, both damp-eyed. By unspoken agreement, they set their feet on 
the path that led away from the gazebo. “How did it happen?” Cecelia asked. 

“An ambush,” Elandil replied shortly. Cecelia sensed there was more to it than that, some- 
thing important, but that the time was unripe to press the point. 

They walked in silence for a time. They were a study in contrasts, side-by-side: him as lean 
as a greyhound, her body well-fleshed with a full, luscious bosom. His skin was elven pale, hers was 
the rich color of burnished copper. His shoulder length hair was blonde, hers was midnight black and 
flowed in waves to the point where they could cuddle the rounded curve of her behind. 

After a time, she ventured, “Your message mentioned wanting to work here” 

“I was thinking of it. Are there any openings?” 

“Tm sure something can be arranged. I’m a team leader now, so my recommendation counts 
for a lot. And you've gained no little fame yourself these last years. The powers-that-be wont balk at 
hiring a full adept who knows the Great Spells of conjury” After a moment, she added, “But you, too, 
could have had a job here the day we graduated from the Universitas Magicorum. Why do you want it 
now?” 

Just at that moment, their steps had brought them to an overlook. Before them could be 
seen a complex of buildings the size of a small town, all built with walls of white marble and with dark 
blue slate roofs, all nestled around a sheltered cove. Elandil turned to Cecelia and gave her a wan, 
self- mocking smile. “Where better to find respite from a painful reality than the one place in the world 
where fantasy is king?” 





On a ship approaching the entrance to the cove, Lady Pamela, Countess Desai, was being 
dragged to the prow by her lady-in-waiting. “You can see it! We're almost there!” Lady Amelia gushed. 

‘TIl be glad to get off the boat,’ the Countess allowed. 

“Aren't you excited?” Amelia asked. “That's the Arcanium, where any fantasy can be made 
real. And you have a gold ticket.’ 

‘Tm sure it will be nice,’ Pamela said, her mood softening a bit in the face of her maid's 
infectious enthusiasm. 

“Do you have any idea what fantasy you'll ask the sorcerers to create for you?” 

“I haven't really thought about it much. This was my late husband’s idea” Lady Pamela sighed 
softly. It wasn't her fantasy, but her reality that needed some decision-making. Her family had forced 
her into marriage to a doddering old man, who for his part had accepted her only because he was des- 
perate for someone young and fertile with whom to quickly father an heir. Small good it had done him; 
her boyishly flat figure had not managed to arouse him to the accomplishment of his end. Ostensibly 
a honeymoon, this trip had really been purchased with the intent of having the Arcanium’s magic sup- 
port his virility and augment her desirability long enough to consummate their marriage. However, he 
had died of old age before the trip could take place. 

Now she was in permanent limbo. Because her husband had died without issue, a collateral 
line of his family claimed the actual title of Count. Because everyone assumed she wasn't a virgin, no 
other suitor seemed likely to want so plain a woman. Neither could she proclaim her status as a virgin, 
because then the family would have her marriage annulled posthumously so that they wouldn't have to 
pay her a widow's pension. 

A comfortable but boring life seemed her likeliest fate. Maybe I should give some thought to 
my fantasy, she thought morosely. It may be the only excitement I'll ever get. 


Cecelia walked through the afternoon sunshine towards the training building. Her predic- 
tion that Elandil would be quickly acceptable to the administrators proved accurate. Stewards were 
settling him into quarters while she had a class to teach. Even team leaders such as Cecelia needed to 
double as instructors, continuously working to bring along young talents, if the Arcanium was to keep 
its status as the vacation spot of choice for the rich and powerful. 

The Arcanium needed staff of all kinds, from the master mages who cloaked the Adventure 
Rooms with illusions that could fool every sense, down to chambermaids to change the linen in the 
guest quarters. One of the most important jobs, however, was that of team leader. They managed the 
fantasies for which the resort was justly famous. Like the other team leaders, Cecelia specialized in 
powerful telepathic spells. She could read the clients’ thoughts undetected, peer past the limits of their 
spoken words, and give them the fantasy they really desired. 

But that day she was teaching a class in her secondary specialty, the spells of body control. 
She arrived at the classroom to find her two students already assembled. “Good afternoon, Lucas, Sil- 
via, she greeted them. These two had lesser gifts when it came to magic, but they were both handsome, 
graceful youths. Useful in that many of the clients’ fantasies included a sexual element. 

“Let's begin where we left off last session, shall we?” Cecelia declared. The students both 
removed their robes and stood before her, nude. Good, she thought, not a trace of self-consciousness. 
They'll need that quality in their roles. She made a scarcely noticeable gesture and slipped her awareness 
into the girl’s mind. “All right, Silvia, concentrate on your breasts.” 

The girl followed her instructions. Cecelia offered correction. “Don't close your eyes, dear. 





You want to be able to do this while maintaining engagement with the client.” 

“Tt’s harder that way,’ Silvia complained. 

“I know, dear, but it’s best to take extra time now than to correct bad habits later” She waited 
patiently while Silvia firmed up her concentration. Then she said, “Now imagine how theyd look three 
times their size.” 

After a few seconds, Cecelia chuckled a little. “They wouldnt look like bowls, dear.” She put 
her hands to her own bodice and began unlacing. Soon she was easing her corset away from her lovely 
breasts, letting gravity influence them in interesting ways. “Not perfect globes, but still nice, aren't 
they?” 

Now it was Silvias turn to chuckle. “TIl say. Lucas’ eyes are about to fall out of his head!” 

Lucas blushed bright red, but Cecelia smiled and said, “That just shows he has good taste. 
Lucas, please practice the first exercise while I help Silvia correct her interpretation.” She again used 
her powers to attune herself to Silvia’s mental image. Cecelia was pleased to see that her student was 
now visualizing a more natural-looking bosom. “That’s much better! Now draw on your mana, and 
conform your body to that image. At this stage of your training, you may speak the incantation aloud” 

Silvia drew in a long breath. She murmured, “Creo mammarius” Her maidenly small breasts 
heaved themselves upwards and outwards. “I feel funny,’ she said uncertainly. Her eyes widened. “Oh, 
it’s like...I dont know...warmth without heat? 

“Then you're doing it just right,’ Cecelia crooned encouragingly. “Keep your concentration. 
Keep the energy flowing.” 

The girl continued to swell. “That tingle is maddening. I want to...” She raised her hands and 
caressed her growing orbs. Her eyes rolled upwards and she gasped. She stroked her new endowment 
and tugged at the tips. 

“Very good, Siliva,” Cecelia said. “With this spell, sensitivity grows with size. It can be a bit 
overwhelming until you're used to it. Just hold yourself at this level for now. Feed the spell just enough 
energy to keep this size.” 

Silvia complied while continuing to pet herself. For a moment, Cecelia let her mind drift 
back to the first day she had tried this spell at the Universitas Magicorum. She remembered how she 
had fallen to her bed, compelled by an overmastering joy to manipulate her own breasts and nipples. 
How on that occasion, the half-elf who she had been flirting with in Basic Illusion had chanced to 
come by her dormitory to suggest a lunch date. How she had dragged him into bed, ripped off his 
clothes, and rubbed her enormous orbs against every inch of his body. 

‘That was the first day of her long affair with Elandil. As lovers, they had proved well suited to 
each other. In particular, both appreciated the potential of Cecelia’s gorgeous bosom, their favorite sex 
toy. In fact, Elandil had once made an extraordinary discovery about her left breast. They had taken 
to calling the technique employing it, “that little thing we do” The phrase became an inside joke they 
could use to flirt in public. 

Cecelia yanked her mind back to the present. Satisfied for the moment with Silvia, she 
turned to Lucas. Her eyebrow rose in reproof. “You're supposed to be demonstrating control over your 
manhood - making it alternately soft and stiff. From you I'm seeing nothing but stiff!” 

‘Tm sorry, mistress. ..I was perfect in practice yesterday! But seeing you bare makes it 
harder...er...I mean, ah,...more difficult” 

“Well, practice more! If you want a steady place in the cast you should be able to respond to 
the team leader's cues within seconds.” She paused, then said resignedly, “Lets not waste what we have. 
You stand close to me, and Silvia, pay attention. I'll cover basic breast sex techniques” 





Cecelia adjusted her seat so that Lucas’ cock was at the proper height to slip into her cleav- 
age. “This part of erotic art gets too little attention in the curriculum, to my way of thinking,” she 
began. “Your vagina is deep, your hands are fast, and your mouth can apply suction. Some would say 
those are all the tools you need. But the satin smoothness of your breasts can create a sensation like no 
other.” To illustrate the point, she enveloped the lad’s member and gave it a long tantalizing upstroke. A 
low moan rumbled in his throat even at this first simple touch. 

“And in many ways, this is the most intimate of techniques,” she continued. “Youre well 
positioned to look into each other's faces. You can assess his every reaction, and he can clearly watch 
what you're doing” She smiled knowingly. “Never forget, the cock craves attention, and it’s better when 
he can see, as well as feel, the attention you're lavishing on it” 

Cecelia demonstrated her matchless technique, sometimes with firm deep strokes, some- 
times with gentle buffets, and sometimes with the tips of her stiffened nipples. The teacher sometimes 
glanced over at the student, smiling slightly to see Silvia as well as Lucas enthralled by the lesson. Silvia 
stroked and bounced her own breasts sympathetically with Cecelia’s movements, hypnotized by the 
motion and by the intense pleasure this first venture into spell-born growth was forcing on her. 

Cecelia lowered her voice and artfully gave it a certain insistent quality. She deliberately kept 
Silvia intensely focused, deliberately made her suggestible. Cecelia often used that voice when she 
wanted to make a lesson stick. “You'll be doing this while grown to at least the level you are now. Just 
imagine how good it will be for you, Silvia, stroking the client in and out. Your magically grown breasts 
will bring you pleasure no less than the clients. Just let it happen. Your excitement will drive your part- 
ner's arousal, too.” 

Silvia licked her lips. Her entranced eyes followed every movement of Cecelia's perfect 
bosom, and her hands mimicked every movement. As the flesh within her cleavage rubbed together, 
she imagined how much better it could be with a man’s hot prick between them to add to the friction. 
Cecelia’s words took up residence in her mind. She longed for the chance to take a lover between her 
tingling breasts. 

Finally, Cecelia was keeping Lucas trembling on the very edge of climax with the tiniest little 
strokes of a nipple against the little dimple where the head of his cock joined the shaft. Only then did 
she plunge his full length suddenly and firmly into her cleft. His body stiffened and Cecelia felt hot 
liquid, in surge after surge wetting the cleft, her in-pressing hands were creating. Almost, Lucas’ knees 
failed to support him. When Cecelia favored him with slow, gentle milking strokes to complete his 
experience, all he could do was whimper. 

Cecelia barely let him catch his breath, though, before she snapped, “Lucas! Go stiff — right 
now!” 

The lad blinked and immediately his cum-moistened member began to throb and fill again. 
Cecelia thought, All right then, he did practice that part, as he said! She turned to Silvia. “Now it’s your 
turn. Show me what you learned.” Primed by Cecelia’s subtle manipulation, Silvia threw her cleavage at 
Lucas with utter abandon. 


Their ship reached the quay and Lady Pamela and Lady Amelia disembarked with the other 
passengers. A delegation waited to greet the new guests. An older man, with the look of a courtier, 
addressed the newcomers. “Welcome one and all! It is our goal to make this week one the finest of your 
life. Pages are waiting to conduct you to your quarters, and there will be a reception this evening where 
you will meet the mages who will conduct your fantasy. First, though, may I ask you to wear the amulet 
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I assign to you while you're here. They're primarily for identification. There is so much that is not as 
it seems here at the Arcanium, it’s best to be able to instantly recognize guests, wearing gold, guests’ 
companions wearing electrum, cast members wearing silver, and support staff wearing bronze? 

Soon, Pamela was wearing her gold amulet and Amelia was wearing electrum. Amelia had a 
question to pose to the greeter. “You said, ‘mostly, for identification. Whats the rest of the story?” 

“Very astute, Lady Amelia!” the greeter declared. “The amulets do have a few minor enchant- 
ments. Principal among them is that it is impossible to conceive while wearing them? 

Amelia smirked as she thought, I guess thats part of what they mean when they say, ‘What 
happens at the Arcanium stays at the Arcanium!’ 


With her class concluded, Cecelia went in search of Elandil. She found him sitting on a 
bench in a formal garden, contemplating a fountain at its center. The fountain included a statue of 
a trim, athletic swordswoman. She came up to stand behind him. “Thinking about Wyndara?” she 
ventured gently. It was not a hard guess. Indeed, there was a slight resemblance between Elandil’s late 
adventuring partner and the statue. 

“Yes,” he said simply. 

Cecelia laid her hands on his shoulders. There was a lot of tension already there, and lamen- 
tably her touch did not lessen it. At least he did not try to shrug her off. “Pm glad you wanted to come 
to me in your time of trouble,” she said. 

“No one else; he said. “You're sweet balm for the heart. Always were” In truth, Elandil and 
Cecelia had never fallen out of love. They had just let their affair cool when it was clear their careers 
were going in different directions after graduation. Wyndara had not been a student at all, but a cadet 
in the elite guard protecting the Universitas Magicorum. Her practical skills were a perfect compliment 
to Elandil’s magical ones, and in these last few years they'd gained a reputation as heroes who would 
dare any adventure. 

There was silence for a time, which suited Cecelia just fine for the risky thing she was about 
to do. Elandil had not elaborated further on what had happened to Wyndara, and Cecelia needed more 
information if she was going to be of help. She braced herself to try to slip into his memories. Nor- 
mally, this was her everyday job, the thing that defined her role as team leader, and she was superb at it. 
But although Elandil had never made any study of mind magic, he was one of those few whose powers 
were fundamentally stronger than hers. If he detected the intrusion and resented it... 

She shrugged off thoughts of consequences and cast her spell. In that moment, she was in 
the rear echelons of a battlefield. For the moment, she was Elandil, holding a dozen conjurations at 
once, dividing concentration among all of them. Wyndara stood nearby, sword drawn, ready to lead a 
small group of specialists into battle in case of a crisis. Suddenly crisis erupted right in front of them! 
The enemy’s wizards managed to gate in a troll practically on top of Elandil. Wyndara threw herself 
into combat, and Elandil tried to disengage himself from all his ongoing spells. Wyndara wounded 
the beast sorely, but it finally threw her to the ground. The troll raised a club the size of a tree trunk. 
Elandil tried a shield spell for his lover, but with his concentration still divided, it failed to gel. The club 
descended... 

Cecelia was suddenly herself again, having managed to withdraw as stealthily as she had en- 
tered. She had not only seen the event, but also felt Elandil’s emotions about it. He was blaming himself 
for Wyndaras death. He was unable to convince himself of what Cecelia could readily see as a neutral 
observer, that no mage alive could have completed a new spell under those conditions. Now he was too 
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wary of failing again to seek out a new partner and resume his career. 

Now that I know what the problem is, I need to think of a way to help, she thought. However, 
out loud she said, “New guests are arriving tonight, and there's a grand reception. Do you want to 
come? The menu is very good!” 

“Oh,” he shrugged, “I don't feel like facing ceremony tonight, if that’s all right” 

“Of course, that’s fine” She paused for a beat, then added cautiously, “Do you want to come 
see me after?” 

“No, he said. Then, '...uh...mot yet, softening his refusal. 

“I understand.” Then she decided to add, “Though...ever since I got your message I’ve been 
dreaming about ‘that little thing we do” 

That brought a chuckle to Elandil’s lips. “I've missed that, too. Who do you get to do that for 
you nowadays?” 

“No one; she said, artfully putting a little surprise into her voice. 

Elandil turned slightly and craned his neck around to see her face. “What? Theres got to be 
someone here who would do it for you.” 

‘Tve never done that with anyone else! It’s our thing. I've never taught another the secret you 
discovered.” 

He was not expecting that answer. “Oh...” he started lamely. 

Cecelia bent down and kissed the top of his head. “I’ve got to change for the reception. I'll 
send a page in the morning to lead you to the first cast meeting for the client I'll meet tonight” She 
walked away, deliberately leaving him without a chance to finish his sentence. She knew without look- 
ing that his eyes were on her. She allowed her bottom to sway just a tiny amount more than it naturally 
did — just enough so that it would be impossible to be certain it was on purpose. She realized, however, 
that convincing him that making love to her no longer constituted betraying Wyndara was the least 
part of the task before her. Restoring his confidence in his powers when the life of someone else was on 
the line was the greater part. 


When she got back to her own rooms, Cecelia needed to set aside thinking about Elandil’s 
problems and calm her mind. She had a new client to meet! She decided that a relaxing soak would 
accomplish that end nicely. Reflecting her status as an elite team leader, Cecelias luxurious apartment 
included one of the largest private hot spring pools at the Arcanium. It was tiled in pink marble, and 
plumbed to keep it at her preferred temperature. She stripped down to the buff and sprinkled rose 
petals on the water for their scent. She walked slowly down the steps into the water, letting the warmth 
creep leisurely up her body. A dreamy smile spread across her face when her breasts first touched the 
water. She enjoyed the sensation of them floating free. In the tub, she could conveniently indulge her- 
self in any amount of erotic breast growth since the additional mass was effectively weightless. 

In fact, Cecelia had had the tub rebuilt to some very exacting specifications when she had 
taken possession. To make use of that, she sat down in a very specific spot, so that the tub’s two inlet 
streams were diagonally across from her. She formed an image in her mind of herself swollen to the 
point where nipples the size of oranges were positioned right in the middle of those flows. It was an 
easy image to concoct; she had done this many times before. 

She set her spell in motion with a thought, letting mana flow from the earth, into the water, 
through her body, and on into her breasts. The feeling of internal warmth the spell caused nicely 
complemented the external warmth of the water. She began to displace more and more of the water as 











she grew ever larger, and the surface of the pool rose and spilled into the overflow drain. Her sensitiv- 
ity grew in proportion to her size. When her reality matched the mental image she had been holding, 
and her now enormous nipples were positioned adjacent to the inflows, they both rivaled her clitoris in 
their ability to pleasure her. 

Cecelia let her head fall back onto a cushion and just let the marvelous feelings wash over 
her. Both nipples vibrated rapidly in the two streams, and a strange tension began to build. It was like, 
and yet excitingly unlike, the buildup to conventional orgasm. When the feeling suddenly peaked, 
and ecstasy flowed in waves outward from those overgrown buds to every part of her body, it left pure 
contentment in its wake. 

She groaned slightly when the spasm subsided. She wanted very much to stay in the water 
and experience that release over and over again. But it wouldn't do to meet the new guests all prune-y. 
Reluctantly, she withdrew the energy from her spell and restored her still-generous natural curves. 
The inlets were spurting into empty air for the moment since the tub was two-thirds empty from the 
water she had displaced. That was so good! she thought. Almost as good as that little thing I used to do 
with Elandil. She shook off that happy memory and stood up. She summoned a towel to her hand with 
a magical gesture and a murmured word. When she was dry, she padded off on bare feet to fetch her 
signature red and gold gown. 

e... 


Cecelia and the other team leaders all arrived slightly early to the reception for the newly ar- 
rived guests. Garlands of fresh flowers in every color of the rainbow brightened the white marble of the 
ballroom. Staff members stood by dressed in livery that would outshine any royal court in the known 
world. The menu was especially startling. Delicacies to please any palate were heaped on silver trays. 
The mix of foods was impossible without magic. For example, strawberries were well past their natural 
season, and pears would not be ripe for months. Both were together on the buffet table thanks to plant 
mages who could encourage the kitchen gardens with spellcraft. 

As the guests and their traveling companions began to arrive, waiters, courtesans, and 
administrators stepped up to greet them and see to their needs. For the moment, however, Cecelia and 
the other team leaders hung back, not drawing attention to themselves. They circulated quietly while 
using their telepathic powers to probe the guests. In particular, they wanted to know what the ticket 
holders had in mind for their fantasies. 

After the reception had been underway for an hour, the team leaders met discreetly - in 
plain sight, but speaking mind to mind. The Grey Team leader sent, :I'm interested in handling Duke 
Atherton. Recreating the battle of Jasons Tor could be fun.: 

The Blue leader demurred. :1'm afraid Id like that one, too. I bid a point.: 

:Two points:, added White. 

:Im in with three,” bid Grey. There was a flurry of bidding until matter was concluded when 
Blue offered seven. Among themselves, the team leaders earned a point for each week of work to bid 
away again to make sure that interesting cases were divided fairly according to each one’s interest. 

White leader sent, :Cecelia, I’m guessing you'll want that elderly couple that wants to relive 
their honeymoon night, you old romantic, you.: 

:Acually not,: Cecelia corrected. :Id like to work with Countess Desai.: 

:Really!: thought Blue. :1 don't think anyone will bid against you for that assignment. Shes as 
bland a personality as Ive encountered in a long time.: 

A slight smile crossed Cecelias lips. :I have a use for a blank slate this week.: 








When no one disputed her choice of assignment, Cecelia withdrew from the telepathic 
conversation. She approached Lady Pamela and Lady Amelia with her telepathic senses attuned. She 
curtsied gracefully before them. 'Miladies; she said, “I am Master Sorceress Cecelia. I have received 
the honor of managing your fantasy during your stay.” 

Revealed by Cecelia’s powers, Lady Amelia's thoughts evinced only interest and anticipation 
like any guest might feel at such a declaration. Lady Pamela's were different. Her focus was on Cecelia 
herself. Cecelia felt Lady Pamela drinking in the sight of the sorceress’ lovely face and of the ample 
bosom supported and revealed by her low-cut red gown. Her fantasy was that Cecelia’s buxom beauty 
could be duplicated in her. In her mind’s eye, Pamela dreamed of bursting out of her own gown, grow- 
ing to the point where no man could fail to desire her. 

Unfortunately, thought Cecelia to herself, her fantasy image is completely passive. Cecelia 
probed a little deeper. Shes never done anything, never decided anything. Others have controlled her fate 
and she only wants to be buxom because she believes it would attract a man to go on deciding things for 
her. A flicker of a smile came to the corners of Cecelias mouth. What she needs most is not ornamentation 
for her chest but some iron for her spine. I can help with that. 

“May I suggest we sit on the veranda while I ask some questions about your background, 
about what intrigues you?” Cecelia asked. The other two women acquiesced, and soon they were 
seated in the gathering twilight. They chatted together while sipping chilled drinks. After a half an 
hour, Cecelia had not heard or sensed very much that added to her first impression. One exception was 
that her telepathic probing revealed that this putative widow was a virgin, with almost no experience 
in the ways of love, nor any understanding of why others considered it so important. In contrast, Lady 
Amelia was a virgin of the “everything-else-but” variety, and eager to make use of the protection of her 
amulet to try more of the pleasures of the flesh. 

Finally, Cecelia ventured, “Since you have no pre-set inclination towards any theme, Id like 
to make a suggestion. I temporarily have the services of an old friend whos visiting me. Have you 
heard the name, Elandil?” 

Lady Pamela shook her head blankly, but Lady Amelias eyes opened wide. “The sorcerer 
adept the bards all sing of?” 

“The very same. My team could give you the chance to join him on a fabulous adventure” 

“Oh, milady! You should say ‘yes? What a grand thing that would be!” 

Pamela looked at her servitor indulgently. “Very well. Pll follow your intuition” 

“Its decided then” Cecelia looked across the room and summoned Lucas with a gesture. 
“Suppose I walk with you, Countess, and acquaint you with some of our facilities and what you can ex- 
pect on the day of your fantasy. Lady Amelia, perhaps you would care to walk with my student, Lucas?” 

Amelia looked the handsome Lucas up and down. She looked like a starving woman just 
offered a steak. “Td like that very much, she said. 

As the two groups parted, Cecelia turned to wink at her student. She sent telepathically, :Shes 
looking for a good time. Make sure she has one!: 


Shortly thereafter, Lucas was guiding Lady Amelia though the spacious gardens. Tiny 
magelights illuminated the path, and one could almost imagine that the Arcanium had managed to 
coax some of the stars down from the sky for the guests’ convenience. “What’s that lovely fragrance?!” 
Amelia asked. 

“Night-blooming silverflower,’ Lucas supplied. “You're here at a good time. It only blooms 





for two weeks at this part of the year.” 
Amelia smiled in the moonlight. “Something about this place makes me think something 
just as nice blooms when these fade.” 
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“Well. ..yes actually. But...” He stopped and plucked a blossom. '...what blooms next doesn't 
look as nice in a woman's hair” He slipped it behind Amelia's ear. 

‘TIl bet youre nice all year round, though,” Amelia said. She took his hand and they walked 
quietly for a while. “The lady in the red gown said you were her student. Are you a wizard?” 

Lucas shrugged. “That's too strong a word. I have some talent, but I'll never be a master” 

“Can you show me a spell? Maybe something. ..fun?” The look she gave him was as full of 
lechery as letters in a book. 

He was not slow to understand her meaning. “Actually, you might find the lesson I had this 
afternoon to be interesting.” He gave her a naughty smirk and drew her towards one of the trysting 
bowers scattered about the garden. “We wont be interrupted in here,’ he said. As they passed the 
entrance, a set-spell obscured it by creating an illusion of a plain stretch of hedge. 

The bower included a divan with deep and soft cushions. Sweet scented herbs grew within 
easy reach of the couch. Lucas plucked some mint and bruised a leaf. The pungent scent filled the air, 
and he brushed the leaf against Amelia’s neck. “Mmm...something both sweet and minty,” he said. 
“May I nibble on it?” 

“Feast on me,’ she assented, and tilted her head to expose her throat. She gasped, though, 
when Lucas began to lick off the flavor hed applied. He used gentle nibbles and light suction on her 
skin. As Cecelia had insisted to him once, he did not hurry on to other, theoretically more erogenous, 
places. He explored her neck slowly, thoroughly. Soon she was trembling against him. The scent of her 
juices already competed with the savor of the herbs in the air. 

Amelias hands rose to the lacings of her bodice. She loosened them in unspoken invitation. 
Lucas slipped a hand past the edge of the garment to cup her breast. After a moment, he began to 
brush the nipple lightly with the side of his finger. “There’s magic in your hands, that’s for sure.” Amelia 
sighed. 

“You don't know the half of it? Lucas replied. He took a moment to divest her completely of 
her bodice. As he did so, he firmed up his mental picture of how Amelia’ fine, full breasts would look 
in the moonlight at triple their size. “Here's the fun spell you asked for. Creo mammarius.” 


Silvia was out in the garden, looking for her classmate. Cecelia had mentioned in passing 
that he was out here somewhere, but shed said it with a wink. Then she heard Lucas’ name spoken by a 
woman's voice. Silvia crept closer to the source. Wasn't there a bower around here? The unseen woman 
spoke again. 

“What language is that? Lucas? Lucas, I feel funny. Pm so warm. ..tingling. P'm...Pm...grow- 
ing! Oh! Oh! Your touch...I’m so sensitive. Still getting bigger. I need more...no, use a pinch! More, 
please. I’m huge! No, don't stop; if you stop sucking I'll just go crazy. Oh, I wish you had two mouths! 
No, you suck, PII get my panties off. There... Oh! Have you made yourself bigger? No?! How can it fit?! 
Ahh! It’... it’s...it is going in. Ahh! I’m so full! What you did to my breasts has me close to cumming 
already. Just don't stop — don't stop any of it! Pm so close... SUCK ME! Lucas? Yes! Yes! YES!” 

Silvia stopped her eavesdropping and slipped away into the night. She thought, Maybe Id 
better find a partner and practice or Lucas will be ahead of me in class! 











The next morning, Cecelia assembled her Red Team in their prep room. “Good morning 
everybody,’ she began. “First things first. Meet Sorcerer Adept Elandil Half-Elven. Some of you may 
know him by reputation. He'll be on our team for a while” 

“This week we will be handling the fantasy for gold ticket holder Lady Pamela, Countess of 
Desai. Shes a woman of gentle, though not noble birth, thrust into an unfamiliar role by marriage and 
yanked out of it again by widowhood. Shes seen little of the world and doesn’t know what to do with 
the rest of her life. I propose to teach her how to take decisive action on her own behalf, and I think the 
classic Adventure Scenario B3 will do just fine...with a few modifications we'll talk about later. Opera- 
tions has scheduled us to prep Adventure Room 'A' three days from now, and perform on the fourth” 
She passed out some slightly worn leather bound folios. 

“The client has a lady-in-waiting along who has a little more spunk than her mistress, and a 
lot of enthusiasm for what we do here. Im thinking we can give her a minor part, perhaps the role of... 

Elandil looked up suddenly from his script. “Wait, it looks like you’ve got me in here as an 


actor!” 

Cecelia looked unruffled. “The dramatic lead, in fact? 

“I thought you would have me conjuring scenery and extras.” 

“No, she answered complacently. 

“But Pve never done this before!” 

“You actually are an adventuring hero. Im sure you'll be able to play one more than ad- 
equately” 


“Now wait one minute here...” 

Cecelia cut him off with a voice that somehow managed to be both as soft and silk and as 
hard as steel simultaneously. “Are you refusing to perform the role I have assigned you?” Her eyebrow 
raised in a way that spoke volumes. 

Elandil closed his mouth and swallowed. He was being manipulated, knew it, couldn't do 
anything about it. By provoking his reaction in front of her team, Cecelia had narrowed the options for 
both ofthem. She was in command here and could not tolerate insubordination, not even from an old 
lover. He made the only answer he could if he wanted to stay. “No” 

She was gracious in victory. She stepped close and kissed the top of his head. “Don't worry, 
dear. You'll have a lot more fun in the play than you would have holding up the scenery.’ 


Later that day, Pamela arrived at one of the Arcanium’s facilities. She had with her a note 
Cecelia had penned the night before during their tour. The sorceress had said, “The fantasies we're 
most famous for is only a part of the diversions our guests may indulge. Come to this building tomor- 
row and give them this note. It specifies some pampering I know you'll enjoy. And I have reasons of 
my own for you to have this particular experience.” 

A concierge met Pamela in the reception room. Pamela handed over the note as shed been 
bid. The concierge read it, then clapped her hands. Two pretty, young attendants stepped forward and 
received certain whispered instructions. The attendants then conducted Pamela farther into the build- 
ing. 

They came to a room with a pool for bathing. The girls asked the countess to undress. Then 
they gently bathed her in the warm water, soaping and then rinsing her body and her hair. When they 
finished, they guided Pamela into a dimly lit room. This area was filled with soft cushions, especially 
on a low platform that seemed to be the focus of the room. An intoxicating scent perfumed the air. The 
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II 


attendants bade her lie upon the platform, facing down. “Still nude?” she asked. 

“Yes, milady; she was told. Passively, she acquiesced. 

As the attendants withdrew, three other women entered the room, also in the nude. These 
new arrivals were strong, athletic young women, but very distinctive by having enormous breasts — far 
too large to look natural on their bodies. One of them said, “Milady, we have come to pamper your 
skin with rare oils and emollients” 

They proceeded to do exactly that. They poured scented oils onto their hands and spread 
them across Pamela's body. Each of the masseuses had the strength of iron in her hands and arms, and 
used a firm pressure to ease the tensions in Pamela's muscles. But they also used their large breasts as 
tools in their craft — as applicators for the oil where a lighter touch was desirable. 

Under their hands and breasts, Pamela's body could only drift in pleasure. However, a part 
of her mind was not relaxed. Yes, this was a bliss like she had never known, but the presence of these 
women only emphasized what she lacked. She could never use her tiny breasts to touch the way she 
was being touched. It seemed faintly like mockery. 

At length the women bid Pamela turn over. Somehow she managed to do it in spite of half 
her muscles relaxed to near inoperability. The masseuses began their labors again on her front half. 
When they had attended to Pamela's limbs, though, the masseuses began to execute other orders from 
Cecelia’s note. Fingertips and bosoms of two of the women began to find Pamela's tiny breasts more 
and more often, brushing and manipulating the nipples. The Countess was uncertain at the sweet feel- 
ings, but unfamiliarity with all that was happening kept her passive for the moment. 

The third of the group reached for a different oil on her tray. Unnoticed by the countess, she 
tilted a crystal vial and dispensed a single drop so that it fell into the upper margin of the furred crease 
of Pamela’s womanhood. This substance was one of the Arcanium alchemists’ many trade secrets: an 
oil that when applied to either the male or female organ would instantly render it desperately ready for 
sexual attention. 

Pamela suddenly felt very strange. She was hungry, somehow - terribly needy — but for what? 
For a moment, she didn't know. Then a certain touch came that answered that question. The woman 
who had been massaging her legs put a fingertip where her thighs came together. Pamela had never 
been touched there, and maidenly propriety demanded she stay “stop.” But she couldn't. There was 
something about that touch that overmastered her. She had to have more, in spite of the fact that that 
feeling of neediness was in fact becoming more, rather than less acute. 

The other two women now blatantly focused their attentions on Pamela's chest. They used 
their hands, their mouths, and their own huge breasts to bring every luscious sensation to her puffy 
little nipples. In the face of their attentions, Pamela could only moan and shiver. 

Down below, Pamela felt a well-trained fingertip manipulating something firm in a place 
where she had never noticed anything firm before. That fingertip was making little tiny circles, and 
each circuit wound her up tighter. It almost seemed to Pamela that she was an instrument and the mas- 
seuse was turning her tuning peg, tightening a string to an unbearable tension. 

All of a moment, Pamela’s eyes went wide. Reflexively her toes pointed. A groan such as she 
had never uttered was torn from her throat. 


An hour later, the Countess awoke alone when a sliver of the westering sun slipped in 
through the shutters. For a moment, she was confused about where she was. She startled a bit to find 
herself alone and nude under a satin sheet. Then she recalled what had happened and shivered at 
the recollection of the strange and wonderful feeling those women had evoked in her. She dressed as 


16 





hurriedly as she could and had a page bring her to Cecelia. “Those women you sent me to, they did 
something to me!” she cried. 

“Did they touch you and make you feel like some energy was building up inside you, won- 
derful and compelling, until it suddenly surged, peaked for a moment, and then sent waves of ecstasy 
spreading out from your center?” 

“Yes, that was it exactly!” 

“Good. That’s what I told them to do, dear,” she said matter-of-factly. 

Pamela stood nonplussed for a moment. Finally, she blinked and asked, “What kind of spell 
is that?” 

“Its no kind of a spell, dear. That happens to everybody, if theyre touched the right way” 

The countess just stood there with her mouth open. “Lovers touch each other that way when 
they have sex,” Cecelia continued. “Now you understand why there's such an obsession about it.” She 
gave Pamela a significant look. 

Pamela flinched, suddenly realizing Cecelia’s point. She looked around to verify that they 
were alone. “Somehow you know Pm a virgin,” she declared. 

The sorceress stepped up to the Countess and took her hands. “I know everyone’s secrets, 
dear. But the Arcanium never reveals what we know about a client.” Cecelia let the moment linger 
long enough so that Pamela could relax a bit. Then she said, “My team has started preparing for your 
fantasy, by the way. Let me show you your leading man.” She gestured and created a life-sized image of 
Elandil. 

“Hes... handsome,” Lady Pamela said. Cecelia, secretly peering into Pamela's mind, smiled. 
As hoped, the young countess was feeling the first stirrings of a genuine desire of her own. 

“It’s time for both of us to get ready for dinner, dear. I’m told the chefs will be doing some- 
thing wonderful with a shipment of Byrian oranges just off the supply ship” 


The next day Cecelia, took some time away from the many other things she was managing 
to watch Elandil doing the exercises she had assigned. He was creating harmless illusionary versions 
of well-known combat spells. On the day of the fantasy, he would cast them against illusionary foes 
created by other mages hiding in the mezzanine. It was up to the mages controlling the targets to have 
them react properly and “sell” each effect to the client. 

It was a real pleasure to watch Elandil work. His powerful Gift used mana much more ef- 
ficiently than lesser talents. Anyone else on her staff would be exhausted by now, but Elandil did not 
even look tired. He hit the practice targets unerringly, even while on the move. 

“You have to take a break, because I’m getting tired just watching you,’ Cecelia insisted. 
When he had taken a seat, she added. “You're a natural! I guess using a spell for real perfects your 
knowledge of what the simulation ought to look like” 

“Thank you” Elandil said. After a moment, he cleared his throat diffidently. “Say, Cecelia...1 
know you have every reason to exult the female bosom. You have the finest breasts in all creation, after 
all. And of course there’, ‘that little thing we do: But...” He pointed to where one of the scenery illu- 
sionists was practicing creating a life sized granite statue of a woman with two breasts each larger than 
she was. “...your modifications to the script seem a little obsessive on the subject” 

“Its not my, but the client's fascination that Pm trying to tap into. You'll see when the big day 


comes.” 
.... 





The big day finally did come, the day Red Team was to perform for real. The vast space of 
Adventure Room A' had all the props that could be pre-positioned already in place. Illusionists and 
conjurers took their seats in a hidden mezzanine where they could see, but not be seen, by the players. 
The spell casters tapped into the Arcanium's power reservoirs so that they would have the endurance to 
last the duration of the fantasy. 

When Cecelia arrived in the player costuming area, a beautician and a hairdresser had nearly 
finished with Lady Pamela. As they stepped back from their work, Cecelia raised a mirror. “Is that me!” 
Pamela gasped. Her hair was braided into an elaborate and elegant do that would stay in place during 
the exertions to come. Cunningly applied cosmetics brightened and highlighted her face. 

“Tt certainly is, dear” 

“I never thought I could look like this,” Pamela said, still bemused. 

“Attractiveness is partly a matter of attitude, dear” Cecelia said gently. “My girls knew you 
could be pretty. Perhaps you will see the matter in a new light henceforth. Now, before we take the 
next step, you need to disrobe completely” Once Pamela had complied, Cecelia took a crystal vial from 
several on a golden tray. “Drink this down, dear” 

“Oh, it’s delicious!” Pamela exclaimed. “Its strangely warm all the way down my throat. What 
is this?” 

“That will become apparent presently, dear” 

“Oh!” Pamela felt a rush surging from her tummy outwards through her body in all 
directions. A change was visible from the outside: her muscles swelled and gained tone. Pamela looked 
at an athlete’s arms with redoubled wonder. 

“A strength potion.” Cecelia explained. “You're probably stronger now than your castle's 
blacksmith. It will persist the rest of the day. Now that we know your body’s contours, we can outfit you 
as befits a heroine.” 

Silently, Pamela lamented that her “body’s contours” did not include a womanly bosom. 
Cecelia, detecting that thought with her powers, only smiled. She said nothing, but in short order 
she had costumed Pamela in the garb of an adventuring swordswoman, including a boiled leather 
breastplate. She insisted Pamela continue to wear the gold medallion she had been given at the dock 
about her neck. Finally, she had Pamela attach a short sword in its sheath to her belt. “But I don't know 
anything about using a sword.” Pamela protested. 

“That’s alright, dear. The sword knows how to be used” Cecelia countered. “Now let me have 
a look at the whole picture. Yes, you look every inch the part. Come see in the larger mirror” 

“I look like I stepped out of the pages of a story! Thank goodness for that potion, or Id be 
hard pressed to carry this gear” 

“We use a fair amount of it here at the Arcanium, though like almost all potions, the effect 
is sadly temporary. This is the rare exception.” She took a clear vial of a transparent pink liquid off the 
gold tray. “This one, because it only magically triggers a natural process, is permanent.’ She put it back 
down and told the beautician, “Put this tray in the potion storage room.” 

“Tm not sure where that is, mistress.” 

“It’s the room with the red door. You can't miss it; its the only one in the building.” 

“Oh, yes. I know where that is” She departed with the potions. 

Cecelia turned to Pamela. “Now you're ready. When you go through that door, your adven- 
ture begins. Heres your backstory. After completing your latest quest, you and your partner, Elandil, 
have been taking a few days of vacation at a patron’s villa. It’s been a good rest, and you've enjoyed to 
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the fullest the pleasures of the table and the bed. Now, however...” 

“Bed!” Pamela interjected. 

“Why go to all the trouble to be a hero if you're not going to have a sex life of heroic propor- 
tions? But that’s just backstory. Now, however, the two of you are deciding on what task you should 
take up next.” 

She turned Pamela towards the door to Adventure Room A. “Are you ready?” 

“Sure; Pamela, murmured, not exactly sounding sure. 

Cecelia gestured and the door opened. There was a small antechamber there, with another 
door on the far side. Cecelia cast a spell on Pamela, one of the Arcanium’s specials. Its effect was very 
subtle, just a little mental nudge tending to make suspension of disbelief easier. Then she gave Pamela a 
little push with her hands to encourage her to step into the antechamber. 

As the door to the real world was closing behind her, Pamela heard the hairdresser ask, “Mis- 
tress, what potion has a permanent effect? I’ve never even heard of such a thing” 

Just before the door closed and the lock clicked, Cecelia answered. “It’s a potion of breast 
expansion. There's just enough in that vial to give a woman a bosom as big as mine — forever” 


Pamela opened the door into fantasy. Her fists tingled from banging fruitlessly on the door 
behind her. A voice she didn’t recognize said, “Bathed and dressed I see. Pm ready, too.” Pamela fol- 
lowed the sound to her left, taking in the sight of an elegantly appointed bedroom. Elandil stood there, 
also dressed in traveler's garb. “We needed this rest, but you're right, we should be up and doing” 

He picked up his satchel and crossed the room to her. “A kiss for luck and were off” He tilted 
his head down and she kissed him boldly, to her own surprise. As Elandil moved to pick up a quarter- 
staff leaning in the corner, Pamela’s mind raced. 

I kissed a total stranger! she thought. What's more, I liked it! I know Cecelia’s backstory said we 
were lovers, but...it’ like I forgot reality for a moment. 

A terrorized scream split the air! Pamela's head shot up, her reverie shattered. She recognized 
that voice. 

So, apparently, did he. “That sounded like our host’s daughter, Amelia!” He dashed out the 
door and down a short corridor, Pamela right behind him. A door brought them up short. “Locked!” 
he declared. He stepped aside, “Kick it down! 

Pamela's foot was in already in motion when she had a “what-am-I-doing!” moment. But 
her reservations seemed unnecessary. The door gave way before her potion-enhanced assault, the bolt 
splintering the wood of the jamb. 

The room was in disarray — signs of struggle were everywhere. But thankfully, no blood 
could be seen. This room had an exterior door that stood open and bore the marks of axe blows. “Kid- 
napped!” Pamela choked. 

“After them!” Elandil cried. They hurried out the door and looked around. There were obvi- 
ous tracks, including troughs where the prisoner's feet had dragged, leading to the beginning of a path 
through the nearby forest. They plunged into the woods in hot pursuit. “Eyes open,’ Elandil warned. 
“They may have left a rear guard.” 

They pelted along the path. Looking down from above was Cecelia, in telepathic communion 
with them both - Elandil openly, Pamela clandestinely. Elandil formed a clear thought for Cecelia to 
receive. :The realism is amazing! Even I, who use these spells all the time, can scarcely tell this from a real 
forest.: 
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Thank you. TIl pass the compliment on to the team.: 

The hunters came to a fork in the path. “Damn! It's too leafy for tracks.” Elandil swore. 'TII 
go left, you go right. Yell if you find a trace.” He moved up the left branch at a slow walk. 

If this had been a real hunt, he would have tried a seeker spell. But his goal here wasn't really 
to “find” the “prisoner” It was to allow the client to have a good, exciting adventure. Part of that was to 
let her try things on her own, and to let her have her own successes. Elandil just waited. He knew from 
the script that the clue was down the other path. 

Sure enough, after half a minute he heard, “Over here!” He doubled back at a run. 

“There's a silk thread caught on this thorn bush,” Pamela pointed. “Ill bet that came from 
Amelias clothes.” 

“Well spotted!” Elandil declared. “She was wearing that color at breakfast. This is the right 
trail” Following the script, he kissed her, then launched himself down the trail. Soon they came to a 
deep chasm. The trail continued on the far side. 

“How did they cross this?” Elandil asked aloud. 

“Maybe that vine?” Pamela ventured, pointing it out. 

“Very good! PI fetch it” Elandil reached out with his powers and pulled the free end over to 
their side of the chasm. “You first. Swing across.” 

For a moment, Pamela just looked at him, incredulous that he would suggest such a thing. 
Then she realized — with her borrowed strength, she could do it if only she dared. She gathered up her 
courage, grabbed the vine and launched herself across the abyss. “Aieee!” she shouted as she flew. She 
was giddy with excitement when her feet landed on solid ground. She flung the vine back to Elandil, 
who followed her lead. This time she initiated the kiss “for luck” 

It seemed to Pamela that over the next hour she traveled miles through the forest. In reality, 
she never left the one giant room. The path cunningly turned back upon itself so subtly that she never 
noticed she was walking in circles. Every few minutes the script placed some challenge, mental or 
physical, before her. :Shes having a ball,: Cecelia sent. : You're doing great. Around the next bend, we take 
things to the next level.: 

The trail debouched into a clearing. From all around, strange creatures shambled into view. 
“What are those?!” squeaked Pamela. 

“They're called atli? Elandil said. A ball of energy was growing in his hand. “Theyre crafted 
from plants and animated by a spell. Draw your sword!” 

The atli advanced on them slowly. “D-d-draw...” Pamela stammered. She took a step back, 
but her hand made a half hearted move towards the hilt. Suddenly the magic sword was in her hand, 
practically throwing itself out of its sheath. Elandil hurled the power he had summoned and blasted 
one of the things to kindling. One of the atli rushed Pamela. Reflexively she moved to block it with her 
hand. The sword in that hand pointed itself and impaled the charging plant-thing. Sap flowed, and it 
staggered off, wilting. 

This first success emboldened Pamela. She stepped up and slashed the next nearest. Another 
detonation to her left suggested that Elandil was holding up his side of the battle. She dodged, parried 
and slashed again. The enchantment on the sword was marvelously subtle. It parceled out the least 
amount of help its wielder required. With Cecelias spell bolstering her suspension of disbelief, it was 
easy to submerge herself in the part. She was a swordswoman! 

:So whats with these “atli” anyway?”: Elandil thought at Cecelia. 

: Well, to simulate killing a person is right out, of course. Anyone not already a warrior would 
be traumatized. Some people can't face any blood, even if it isn’t humanoid. Ghosts don't have blood, but 





phobias about the undead are fairly common. Then someone thought of the “atli” They're just strange 
enough to get the heart racing, but no one has nightmares later about the sap they spilled.: 

Finally all the constructs were destroyed. According to Elandil’s script, a little farther along 
the path would bring them to a good rest stop. He took Pamelas hand. “We should get away from the 
battlefield first, then rest.” She nodded and let herself be led along. 

Soon they found the spot. It had a mossy bank as soft as any featherbed, a spring bubbling 
up clear water, and an apple tree heavy with fruit. “This is far enough from where we fought to take a 
breather, I think” He dropped his pack and was about to pick a few apples when Pamela hurled herself 
into his arms, shivering violently. 

For a moment, Elandil stood there like a statue. Then Cecelia’s mindvoice interjected, :Put 
your arms around her! Even though it was just an atli, she’ still just killed something for the first time in 
her life. She needs comforting.: 

Belatedly realizing Cecelia was correct, Elandil did as he was bid. He felt Pamela's body, 
quivering with battle rush, pull closer to him. :Thats better,: he received. : We're right on schedule. Time 
for sex, then back on the hunt.: 

:What!: thought Elandil, barely remembering in time not to blurt it aloud. 

:Time for sex: There was a faint note of exasperation in Cecelias mindvoice. :Come on, who 
should know better than you how managing to live through a combat can put a fire in the loins?: 

Elandil knew she was correct; he and Wyndara had never had more passion than after theyd 
survived the most fearful odds. Still... :Alright, maybe she is on fire, but Im not.: 

«Youre not a specialist in body control magic, but I know from personal knowledge that you can 
do the first exercise. Now get yourself hard and fuck her!: 

:But...: 

: Do it!: 

Elandil reluctantly tilted his head down to kiss her. The moment his lips brushed hers she 
seized him hard and mashed her mouth against him. He withdrew somewhat as a twinge of guilt born 
of his memories of Wyndara touched him. Suddenly Cecelia’s mindvoice roared inside his head. :You 
are embarrassing me! I told my team you could practically turn a woman inside out with your lovemak- 
ing and this is all you can manage? This is her first time, mister - make it memorable!: 

Inwardly Elandil seethed. Cecelia was manipulating him again. Among the elven kind, a new 
adults first sex was specifically a learning experience with a knowledgeable lover able to teach how to 
give and receive pleasure. Cecelia knew he simply could not do less than his best under these circum- 
stances, and exploited it ruthlessly. 

Elandil returned Pamela’ kiss with an artful simulation of passion. He held her to him with 
one hand, while the other explored her ears and neck. From Pamela's point of view, her body seemed to 
burn with a heat such as she had never felt. Her hands fumbled with the straps on her breastplate. She 
was eager to expose her body in a way she never had been. Elandil spoke a Word of unbinding. The 
buckles unfastened themselves, and the impediment fell away. 

Together they sank to the bed of moss that Cecelia had placed here for this very purpose. 
Pamela ripped open her tunic. Elandil sought out her nipples with his mouth. Their puffy areoles were 
practically her only curvature. What Pamela’s bosom lacked in size, however, it made up for in its 
ability to bring her pleasure. Sometimes Elandil flicked the buds lightly with his tongue, other times he 
nibbled with teeth cushioned by his lips. Sometimes he took her full puffiness inside his mouth and let 
it slide slowly out against the resistance of a slight suction. Each new touch was a revelation for her. 

Through the whirling tumult in her mind, Pamela was dimly aware of a scent with a salty 





tang. She felt a drop of liquid slide along her thigh towards her behind. That neediness the masseuses 
had evoked was back, stronger than ever. Instinct made her rock her hips towards her lover. 

Elandil’s hand moved towards the source of that neediness. Pamela trembled and bit her lip. 
She reached with her hand to pull her garments out of the way of his approach. He brushed her fur 
with the backs of his fingernails a few times, just to heighten the anticipation. Finally, he slipped a fin- 
gertip between her lower lips. That touch intensified her need to be touched, intensified it unbearably. 
She did wonder, though, why am I so slick down there? After a few thrilling flicks against the source of 
her passion, Elandil’s finger slipped an inch farther south and into her most secret place. It slid in and 
out a few time before returning to her pearl to tease once more. All of a moment, Pamela added that 
clue to those few facts shed been given before her wedding night and came to the right conclusion. I’m 
slippery so I could take him inside me, if I wanted! 

Cecelia, perceiving that thought telepathically, sent an image into Pamela's mind. It wasn't 
a command, not even a suggestion. It was information: what shed have to do if she decided to put 
virginity behind her in truth. It was an image of her riding Elandil astride, his cock sliding in and out 
of her body as she moved her hips. 

Pamela acted. She rolled Elandil onto his back and yanked his garments out of the way. She 
paused only a moment when she saw the reality of his cock — longer and thicker than she had ex- 
pected. She threw a leg over his hips and brought her womanhood down on him. Out of sight, Cecelia 
helped, making the angle of entry correct with telekinesis. 

‘There was some resistance. Pamela knew enough to expect that. She moved her hips and 
soon forgot the first twinge as the motion took up what Elandil’s hand had been accomplishing down 
there. Each in-stroke inflamed her senses one notch more, driving her to the heights. 

Now Elandil’s hands returned to his lover’s nipples, tugging rhythmically between his 
forefingers and thumbs, keeping time with the thrusts of her hips pushing downwards and backwards 
against him. She tossed her head as sexual tension built within her towards the bursting point. 

Elandil worked with her, complimenting the pace and pressure she chose for herself. He held 
off his own climax in spite of her slick tightness and her frenzy by reciting silently a cantrip invented by 
some male mage centuries ago and passed down through the generations from master to apprentice. 
To that day, it still gave mages reputations as exceptional lovers. 

Pamela abandoned herself to the ancient rhythm of lovemaking. Primal instinct guided 
her to slam her hips against her mate’s. The sweet reward of passion’s oblivion loomed. She tensed 
her body; it seemed to help her “reach” for it. Pamelas face suddenly contorted. Her eyes went wide 
and Elandil could see shed reached the point of no return. He released the restraint on his own body 
and allowed the spasming of her sweet entrapment to pull him the last little bit of the way to his own 
completion. 

Her body collapsed down onto his. He enfolded her in his arms, and for some minutes they 
just lay panting. Finally Elandil said, “That was wonderful! And we both needed it after the stress of 
combat. But we've delayed as long as we dare. It’s time to take up the chase again” 

“Oh! You're right. Amelia!” Pamela hopped up and hastily reassembled her clothing and 
armor. In less than a minute they were ready to go. 

“Lead on, my love; Elandil said. After flashing him a sweet, shy smile, Pamela took off down 
the trail. 

Cecelia's thought entered his mind as he strode along the path. :1'm proud of you dear. You 
incited her to act, to own her passion. Now it will never be something that others make happen to her 
when it suits them. This hour will be with her to the end of her days.: 





Elandil tried to ignore her. He still wanted to be upset at being maneuvered, and it is hard to 
keep a proper mad-on when someone is praising your sexual technique. 

A minute later, Pamela paused. “Whats that!” 

Elandil knew from the script what had brought her up short. He surveyed the statue he had 
seen during rehearsal — a life size statue of a woman with two colossal breasts. He gave a low whistle. 
“This is not good.” 

“Why? What does it mean?” 

“Tve heard tales of a secretive cult called the ‘Daughters of Titania. There have been dark 
rumors that the kidnap young women and transform them into living totems of this, their goddess.” 

“They mean to do that to Amelia?” 

“That’s my guess.” 

“We've got to hurry!” She plunged ahead boldly. As they force-marched, they began to 
encounter more atli, but this time Pamela faced them with confidence, her magic sword slashing the 
opposition out of her path. 

Suddenly they heard, “Help!” from just ahead. They put on a burst of speed and emerged 
into a clearing. Across the way, lying tied up on an altar before a raised temple was Lady Amelia, sell- 
ing her part with very believable screams of terror. Near her, Silvia wore a costume as the cults high 
priestess. She stood above Amelia and spilled some liquid from a glass ewer onto the captive. Amelia 
moaned as her breasts, already melon sized, grew larger. 

“Defend me!” the priestess cried. Immediately, the largest atli they had yet encountered am- 
bushed Elandil from a hiding place near the entrance to the clearing. For the moment, Elandil paused. 
«This sneak attack was not in the script.: he sent to Cecelia. 

:That’s what you get for missing staff meetings.: 

Pamela threw herself into battle with the atli, “Save Amelia 


p 


she shouted. 

“You're too late, I have only to tilt this flask and we shall have our living symbol of the god- 
dess!” the priestess cried. 

: What’ going on here?: Elandil thought angrily. 

:You’re saving Amelia — get about it.: Cecelia sent back. 

“The goddess will be most pleased. We shall be blessed beyond all other peoples!” Silvia 
intoned. 

:And this ambushing me, requiring my partner to defend me, is just a coincidence.?: 

¡Silvia is going to run out of ad libs.: 

Grimacing, Elandil hurled an illusionary levinbolt at Silvia. “Take that, witch!” he yelled 
dramatically. 

Silvia staggered back as if actually struck. Her hands flew up and the ewer struck the wall 
of the temple. It smashed into a thousand pieces, which wasn't truly dangerous since it was actually 
formed of sugar candy lined with a thin layer of wax. The plain water it contained rained down on top 
of Silvia. 

“NO!” Silvia screamed convincingly. She fed energy into her own spellcast breasts so that 
they would grow. Pamela, having dispatched her opponent stood and watched this denouement with 
wide eyes. 

“Goddess, protect your handmaiden! Her! Not me!” Silvia begged, following the script. She 
had trained hard all week to be ready take the growth spell to a seldom seen extent. After just a few 
seconds she was supporting her breasts with both arms since they were as big as bushel baskets, and 


just that touch was wonderful. “Tm not the one! Goddess, please!” Silvia sagged to the ground, un- 
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able to support herself with just her own strength. “Take the outland warrior instead! I can't bear the 
endless pleasure!” At a certain point Silvia could stand up again, because her breasts were so gigantic 
they could rest on the earth and reach to her standing chest. She held her growth at that point. It was 
a struggle to keep her concentration; she was scarcely exaggerating the state she was in, groaning and 
whimpering from the sensation. 

Pamela and Elandil ran up to the altar. Pamela cut Amelias bonds with her sword and helped 
her down. They all looked at the priestess in utter thrall to a very real ecstasy. “Trapped forever in the 
fate she meant for me — we can contrive no greater punishment,’ Amelia said, following her own script. 

“Let us leave her, then; Elandil said. He pointed towards another path that led more quickly 
back to the starting room where the story could reach a graceful conclusion. But soon Elandil received, 
:Try to slow up the party for a moment. One of the illusionists’ spells has failed, leaving a gap in the scen- 
ery.: 

Elandil craned his neck and saw what she was getting at. The forest just ended up ahead to 
reveal an archway into a storage area. “Pause a moment,’ he said, “I’ve got a stone in my shoe” 

But it was too late. Pamela gave a little screech and began to run forwards. “Milady, where 
are you going?” Amelia called. 

:Whats going on down there?: Elandil received from Cecelia. :1'm out of position to see whats 
happening: 

:Pamela’ run ahead.: 

«Dont let her leave the game area! There are some dangerous creatures still in that part of the 
building from last weeks menagerie game.: 

“Lady Pamela!” Elandil called, starting forwards. Then he saw her run right through the ex- 
posed archway. “Lady Pamela, no!” He broke into a run. When he had also passed the archway, he saw 
that there were indeed monsters within huge cages. You've got to come back! You're out of the game 
area — those creatures are real!” 

One of those creatures sniffed the air. An ogre winded the delectable scent of womanflesh. 
With a roar of ravening hunger, it broke free and charged for the countess. Pamela drew the enchanted 
shortsword. The ogre brought a fist the size of a ham down on the Countess. Elandil flung a shield 
spell, and that fist recoiled off the shimmering bubble that suddenly appeared. Elandil struggled to 
shake off the daze the sudden energy drain from the blow dealt him. 

Pamela slashed the monster across the arm. Its dark purple blood flowed onto the ground. Its 
bellow reverberated deafeningly within the building. It struck a second time, and once more, the shield 
held, though the energy drain staggered Elandil. The countess, bolstered by the magic sword, wounded 
it again. Nevertheless, it drew itself up for an all-out attack. 

Taking the offense was the only way for Elandil to salvage the situation. He pulled mana 
directly from the ley line under the building and cast the strongest levinbolt he could manage. The ogre 
flew off its feet and smashed into the outer wall of the building. It slumped in a mighty heap on the 
ground. 

And still Lady Pamela didn’t come back! She plunged forwards, Elandil following as best 
he could in his foundering state. She ran up to a red door and flung it open. She seized a bottle off a 
golden tray and upended it above her open mouth. 

Pamela shivered as the potion began to take effect. Her eyes suddenly opened in realiza- 
tion and she frantically reached for the fastenings on her torso armor. The buckles were under strain 
already and hard to undo. She managed the first three, already wincing under the compression the 
breastplate was placing on her swelling breasts. Finally she seized her sword and sliced through the 
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final strap. The armor was hurled away as her growing breasts asserted their full volume. The buttons 
on her undertunic sailed all over the room. The garment parted to reveal breasts as full and luscious as 
Cecelia’s own. 

As if on cue, Cecelia herself appeared on the scene. She came though a nearby door just as 
Elandil arrived panting. “Explain yourself, Lady Pamela,’ she demanded severely. 

“I have drunk the potion you showed me earlier” She glanced down at her new bosom, at 
last full grown. “I expect there will be consequences. I have an independent income. No matter how 
long it takes, I will pay for what I’ve just taken.” She looked at Cecelia defiantly. 

Cecelia stern expression melted away. “There is no extra fee. This is where and how I meant 
your fantasy to end” 

“What!” Pamela and Elandil said the same word simultaneously. 

“I meant for you to have the potion after you learned some lessons about living and loving 
— some lessons about taking initiative and facing risks. I judge that you have learned a lot for just one 
session. Though you have the bosom you always desired, now you know that breasts don't define a 
woman. Not even her sexuality” She glanced sidelong at the still goggled Elandil. “Though no one will 
admit more quickly than I - they're wonderful toys!” 

She waved forwards Silvia and Amelia, whose bosoms had returned to their natural sizes. 
“Your erstwhile foe will take you and Lady Amelia back to the prep area where you can wash and 
change” She smirked. “We have clothing suitable for your new curves standing by.’ 

She waited for the others to leave with Silvia. When she was alone with Elandil, she turned 
to face him. His eyes were narrowed. “That ‘ambush in front of the altar — that was just a decoy, wasn’t 
it?” 

“Yes, dear. You expected me to do something to force you to face what happened to Wyn- 
dara. Once you thought it had happened, you ceased to be wary.” 

“How did you simulate a drain on my shields?” 

“I didn't. That was a real ogre? 

Elandil's expression changed to horror. “A real ogre! You risked your clients life with a real 
ogre!” 

“She was never in any danger,’ Cecelia said complacently. 

“How do you figure that?” 

“She was with you” 

Cecelia brushed Elandil's cheek with her fingertips. “Your faith in yourself may have wa- 
vered. But my faith in you never has.” 

Elandil was touched, but still exasperated. “You have manipulated me from the very first mo- 
ment I got here!” 

“Yes, dear. That's what I do. That's my job” 

“I ought to turn you over my knee and spank you!” 

“Theres a couch right there, and I certainly deserve it.” 

Her unflappable complacency was infuriating. Elandil grabbed Cecelia bodily and carried 
her into the storage room, flipped her around and sat heavily down with her body draped across his 
lap. He lifted her skirts out of the way. Then he stopped. Her beautiful rounded bottom was bare. 

“No panties,” he said. “You pre-positioned a couch in here, and you took your panties off. 
You knew exactly what was going to happen!” 

“T never let anything get in the way of the make-up sex. You should know that from the old 
days.” 
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He raised his palm above her bottom, and there it hovered for a time. Finally, he laughed, 
and swore an oath in Elvish. “You are insufferable!” he added. He brought his hand down, but not 
harshly, and not on the cheek. He brought it down lightly on the lips of her vulva and stroked it. 
Lightly and teasingly at first, he aroused her with a gentle hand. When she was ready and her juices 
were flowing freely from her, he began to use firmer touches. His fingertip explored the source of the 
slipperiness, then moved down to tease the pink pearl. At length she was trembling, her whole being 
one inch from sweet relief. Only then did he pause. 

He leaned forward and whispered huskily. “I should leave you like this” He moved his hand 
just enough to bring her right up to the edge, but not over. She moaned feelingly. “I could do it, you 
know. Wrap you up in a binding spell...go off to dinner” 

“Nooo...” 

“After you're bound, I could conjure up a little repla and command it to rub its soft fur up 
against your sweet spot, over and over and over again. Lightly enough that you can’t come, firmly 
enough that you have to come or go crazy.” 
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“Mercy...” she begged. 

“Or...” He brought her to the edge once more and left her to slide back again. Her whimper- 
ing at this denial was pitiful. 

“...we could go back to your room and do that little thing we do!” 

Her eyes went wide. He let her up and she threw her mouth against his, kissing greedily. 

She practically dragged him across the garden to her apartments. Clothes were flying the moment the 
doors closed behind them. They leaped onto bed. Soon everything erogenous on both of their bodies 
had been kissed and petted to distraction. 

Suddenly both of them came to unspoken agreement that the time had come for the climax 
of this drama. Cecelia sat up in bed with Elandil sitting cross-legged before her. He adjusted his aura to 
be receptive to her spell. She chanted her incantation, and as it came to its peak he felt a strange thrill 
that freshened his memory of numerous afternoons back at school. His subjective point of view of 
the room changed rapidly as he rapidly shrank to the length of one of Cecelia’s hands. After just a few 
seconds, he was looking at what seemed to him a giantess. 

He gazed up at her ruddy colored bosom. Each globe now seemed the size of a cottage to 
him. And in fact, since Cecelia had launched into her second spell, increasing her own size and sensi- 
tivity, each was growing even larger. 

Looking down at her chest, Cecelia decided that the size of large watermelons was a good 
compromise between the desirable increase in pleasure potential and comfort while lying back. She 
halted her growth, then looked down the long line of her cleavage. Elandil was gazing up at her mag- 
nificence, a smile as wide as the world on his face. “As nice as you remember?” she asked. 

“Nicer; he asserted. He made curving motions with his hands. “You're more...melyrren, he 
said, lapsing into Elvish to find the proper word. 

Cecelia blushed prettily. “Really!” She stretched her hand down; he stepped onto it. She lay 
back on the pillows piled on her bed and moved her hand to her left breast. Elandil stepped off onto 
the soft, yielding surface. He moved towards the nipple at an odd, bouncy walk. 

“I seem to remember a spot...” Elandil said as he sat down and wrapped his legs around the, 
to him, gigantic nipple. Cecelia shivered with anticipation, creating a minor earthquake for her tiny 
lover. Back in school when they used to do this often, Elandil had found this tiny little depression, just 
big enough to receive his finger when shrunk to this size. In its depths was the most potent pleasure 
nerve she possessed. It hadn't been touched in years. 
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“It was around here somewhere,’ he said. His hands searching around and his thighs press- 
ing inwards were doing wonderful things for her. Still, she craved that one touch most of all. She had 
no doubt that he remembered exactly where to find the spot — this was just one final tease. 

“Maybe this is it,’ he said. Cecelia parted her eyes slightly to see Elandil stick his finger in 
his mouth and wet it ostentatiously. He poised it above the spot. She whimpered a little in her throat. 
It was a kind of torture to be made to wait, but each moment of anticipation made her wetter down 
below, charged her sweet clitoris with more sexual tension, and the result had always been worth it. 

Suddenly his hand moved. His finger slipped with a faint squish into the fissure and flicked 
the little nub that could be reached in no other way. “YES!” Cecelia screamed out loud. She bucked 
in reaction and practically flipped Elandil into the air. Her hands snapped into action, driven not by 
conscious will but by primal need — her right hand to vibrate her pink pearl, her left to plunge a finger 
repeatedly into the source of her juiciness. 

Elandil’s ride was as turbulent as he remembered it to be. With his arms and legs, he gripped 
the nipple with all his strength to keep from tumbling to the bed far below. While his wiggling finger 
kept Cecelia his sexual thrall, he enjoyed the sensation of nuzzling his face against the warm, brown 
protuberance to which he clung. At this size differential, it had rather a pebbled surface, though still as 
soft as silk. That surface did wonderful things for his cock, pressed up against it and bouncing wildly 
up and down. 

His endurance keeping his grip in the face of her reflexive reactions to the pleasure storm 
coursing through her was the fundamental limit of their game. She would go on masturbating and 
cumming, incapable of conscious thought, as long as he continued to stroke that ultimate pleasure 
source. In this fashion, at least, he could manipulate her in a way she was helpless to resist. When he at 
last felt his strength waning, he let her have one last powerful orgasm, then withdrew his finger from 
her secret place. 

For a long minute, there was nothing but Cecelia's panting to be heard as she caught her 
breath after the hard ride shed been put through. Finally her eyes fluttered open. “As wonderful as 
ever, she sighed. She shook her head a bit to clear her mind, then she smiled mischievously. “Ready for 
the next part?” she asked. 

“Oh, yes!” Elandil declared. He got up and moved towards his lover's centerline. Cecelia put 
her hands to the outsides of her mammaries. She gently started bringing her cleavage together, and he 
slipped into that space. He took a deep breath, and she lovingly pressed still further. 

For a few seconds, Elandil luxuriated in the sensation of being completely enclosed by his 
lover's breasts. Then she relaxed the pressure a bit, so that his head was exposed, and he exchanged 
grins with her and caught his breath. A few more times, she let him enjoy the experience of being ut- 
terly surrounded. Then she exposed his head and changed the motion of her hands so that her breasts 
nutated back and forth against each other with Elandil between them. His cock, already charged with 
cum from friction against the nipple, was stroked repeatedly between two moving walls of breast flesh. 
Before long, it had to acquiesce to Cecelia's intent and spurt its surrender. 


Elandil and Cecelia walked up towards the gazebo rather less solemnly than theyd walked 
down. They had their arms around each other and stopped often to kiss and cuddle. When they 
reached the structure, Cecelia said, “You could stay around, you know. You did okay... for a first-timer.” 

“Do you want another spanking?” 

Cecelia dimpled prettily. “Yes” 
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“Well you can't have one — today anyway. I learned from talking with other guests that there's 
work in my trade that needs doing. You know - pirate raiders, barbarian invaders, marauding dragons 
— the usual riffraff. I'd better get about it” 

“Are you going to take a new partner?” 

“I think so. Magic doesn't solve every problem, you know.’ 

“Bite your tongue! Say it isn't so!” demanded Cecelia, laughing aloud. Then more seriously, 
she asked, “Do you have someone in mind?” 

“I worked with a mercenary company last season. They had a scout who has all the skills Pm 
looking for. I think Pll ask her if she wants to step up” 

Cecelia raised an eyebrow archly. “Does ‘all the skills’ include...” 

“You are shameless!” Elandil asserted. After a beat he added, “I like that in a woman” He 
kissed her soundly then stepped up onto the magic pattern. “I won't stay away so long, this time” 

‘TIl make you feel welcome anytime,’ she said, smiling. “So were best friends, again?” 

“Absolutely! Breast friends!” He gave her a naughty wink, gestured, and vanished in a flash of 
silver light. 


Zhe End 





